

In the maine battell,whofe puitTance on cither fide 
Shall be well winged mith our chicfeft horfe? 

Thisjand Saint George to boote,whatthinkeft thou not. 

Nor. A good direction warlike foueraigne, Hcfbewtth 

This found I on my tent this morning. him a paper. 

Jockey ofNorfolkg, be not to if old. 

For Dickon thy wafter it bought and [old. 

King, A thing deuifed by the eneraie, 

Goc Gentlemen euery manvnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our loulcs, 
Conference is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde as firft to kcepc the ftrong in awe. 

Our ft rong arrnes be our conference, fv\ ords our lawe. 
March on,toyne brauely,let vs too it pell mell. 

If not to heaucn,then hand in hand to hell. His Oration 

What firall I fay more then 1 haue inferd, to his arnie. 

Remember whom you are to cope withall* 

A fort of vagabonds, RafcoU and runawaies, 

Afcumof Brittaines, and bafe lackey pefants, 

Whom their orecloycd countrcy vomits forth 
To defperate aduentures and alTur d deftrudion. 

You fleeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft: 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one, did aine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow? 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coft, 

A mrlkefope, one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer flrooes in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the feas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe oueiweeningrags of France) 

Thefe familht beggers weary of then liues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond ex pjoit. 

For wantof meanes poore rats had hangd themfelues. 

If wc beconcruereddet men conquer vs, 

-<4nd not there baftard Brittatncs whom our fathers 
Haue in their owneland beaten, bob'd and thumpt, 

^nd on record left them the heirs of flrame. 

Shall thefe enroy our lands, lie with our wiues? 

Rauilh our daughters, harke 1 heare their drum* 



Riaht Gentlemen of£»^W fight boldly yeomen. 

Draw Archers draw, your arrowes to the head. 

Spin you 1 P rcud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

Jfinaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

VVbatfaies Lord Stanley , will he bring his power? 

Meft My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

Kwg, Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor, My Lord,the enernie is paft the marfh, 
j( lcI the battaile, let George Stanley die. 

Xing* ^thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Jduance our ftandards, fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word of courage fatre Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, vidorie fits on our helpes. 

^Alarum, excurfont, Enter Cates hie. 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norftlke, refcew,refcew, 
TheKing enads more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is flaine,and all on foot he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,or elfethe day is loft. Enter Richard* 

King . oA horfe, a horfe, my Ktngdome for a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw myLord,jlehelpeyoutoahorfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And l will ftand the hazard of the dye, 

Ithinke there be (vs.z Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue 1 fiatnc to day inftead of him. 

A horle, a horfe,my kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarum, Enter Richard & Richmond, they ^ghtiRichardisftahtr, 
thenretrait being fotended » Enter Richmond^Darby bearhtg the 
fromie, with other Lords. 

•Rich, God and your armes be p railed vidor tous friends* 
The day is ours the bloudtedog is dead. 

Dar. Couragtous Richmond haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heere this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bfoodie wretch, 

Haue 1 pluck t off to grace thy browes withall, 

Weare it,, and make much of it. 

Rstk, Great God of heauen fay ^cueato all* 

M * But 


